LONDON TO HONGKONG

The Ship

1 he streets are brightly lit; our city is kept clean:
The third class have the greasiest cards, the first play high;
The beggars sleeping in the bows have never seen
What can be clone in staterooms; no one asks why*

Lovers are writing letters, sportsmen playing ball;
One doubts the honour, one the beauty, of his wife;
A boy's ambitious; perhaps the captain hates us all;
Someone perhaps is leading the civilized life.

It is our culture that with such calm progresses
Over the barren plains of a sea; somewhere ahead
The septic East, a war, new flowers and new dresses*

Somewhere a strange and shrewd To-morrow* goes to bed
Planning the test for men from Europe; no one guesses
Who will be most ashamed, who richer, and who dead.
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